Is their someone to treat you right
Like yes men who knows not no
Stick a nose too close 
It might comback bare 
Stick your ears inside 
And you will hear flatlines 
For close to know
That bridge to past 
These old clocks 
Are becoming me fast 
Its so unknew 
To see the old getting new 
Thats when you know 
Your the oldest in the room
Will ever life treat me right? 
My teeth feel cheap 
And my spine caves right 
My eyes are turning black 
And my days are only nights 
My lantern is my Led phone 
Laying bare the chiped frgaments of my hard drive
It all used to be their 
My deepest throughts and rarest songs 
All gone through a hammer 
15 years all gone 
I think to myself 
Their would have been the same day 
And it would not have taken long 
Lifes all about 
How long? 
How long? 
How long can you hold up 
To keep the delicate parts 
Of what makes you you? 
Are you really free? 
To give it up piece by piece 
By the end of each week? 
